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first Response
Tyler Baird
 She slowly untwisted the off-white plastic strand as she gazed at 
what lay beyond.  She blinked and hoped her eyes would be refreshed by a 
different sight.  Wishful thinking; why couldn’t it all just be a dream?  What 
led her to the point of  removing the twisty from the bag that held her last 
piece of  bread?  
“What am I suppose to do now?” she asked herself  while removing 
the lifeless bread.
  Brenda was running out of  options.  This was the worst day of  her 
twenty-seven-and-a-half  miserable years.  The bread sat there with a mocking 
stare, taunting her misfortune.
 “Stop looking at me like that!” Brenda yelled.  Her voice cracked.  
“How did my life end up this way?” she sobbed.
 “It was your reckless ways,”  Brenda’s conscience replied on behalf  
of  the bread.
 “But I just wanted to be like everyone else.  All I ever did was to try 
to make people like me, and now all my friends are gone.  Hell, who am I 
kidding?  I never really had any friends, and now where am I?” she asked.
 The bread replied, “You’re sitting here talking to me, your last piece 
of  nourishment, with no money in your pocket, and a pregnancy test waiting 
in that crinkled paper bag over there.  Let’s face it.  Your life as we know it is 
over.”
 She hated to acknowledge it, but the bread was right.  Brenda was 
envious of  the dry end of  bread she called the butt.  A piece she would not 
have eaten as a child because it was the crust, and no egotistical child ever ate 
the crust.  The simplicity of  a life with no responsibility and a quick painless 
death, the very embodiment of  the bread, was what she now hungered for.
 “I’m going to make you suffer!” Brenda yelled.  “I’m not going to do 
you the justice eating you would provide.  You’re going to sit there and suffer 
as you dry out and collect mountainous spores of  mold.  You will never be 
good enough for anyone when you are all dried up and carrying a moldy 
lump of  disease.”  Even as she spoke to the bread, Brenda knew it was her 
autobiography that was spewing forth.  After all, she was not that crazy.
 She played with the off-white plastic twisty tie as she delayed the 
inevitable.  It was easier to play with a simple mindless object than it was to 
face the truth.
 “Who’s going to pay to have sex with a pregnant prostitute?”  Her 
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rhetorical question hung in the air as she paused.  “How am I going to 
survive?”  She cried.
 After an hour of  mindlessly staring at that damn twisty, the best 
friend she had at this point, Brenda had made up her mind.  She hesitated 
and then finally worked up the courage to remove the pregnancy test 
applicator from the pale purple package that read First Response in large print.
 As she got up and walked to the bathroom, the piece of  bread 
offered a quiet, “Good luck.”
 Brenda could only let out a long sigh in return as she closed the 
bathroom door behind her.  The bread would have said more if  it had known 
it was the last time it would lay eyes upon Brenda.
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